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They say this happened 
many years ago, in the 
tyrolean alps.near what 
was then the small hamlet 45 
of ravennes? it need not 
frighten jw--not the first 
part of it anyway.' you see,it 
began as just a legend, 
one of those tales of hor- 
ror handed down from 
father to son through the 
generations/ the tale of 
a terrible thirsting thingf 
they call it 
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WE MUST MAKEXWE MUST 
THE TOWN OFFICIALS) DRIVE 
S OPEN ERIK LUSTVEG'S/A STAKE 



GRAVE/ 



INTO 
THE BODYf 



LOOK! 
LOOK.' 
THERE i !/ 
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The boar's head was a mountain inn^ johann 
lustveg and his wife, who owned it, were 
simple mountain folk...! 



JOHANN, IT IS TOO BAD WE 
NEVER HAD A LITTLE SON, 
A LITTLE BROTHER TO PLAY, 
WITH ANNA NOW. 



YES, MARTAi 

ISf 
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They wanted another 

CHILD SO BADLYf AND 
THEN ONE DAY...^ ^ ^ ^ ! ^ 



...A BABY.'ABANOQNED, 




A BOY .'THEY 8R0U6HT 
HIM UP AS THEIR OWN? 



WE WILL NAME) GOOD? A 
HIM ERIK.' /&& NICE NAME.1 



BUT IN SPITE OF ALL THEIR LOVE HE GREW TO 
BE A VERY STRANGE LITTLE BOY?. 



A LITTLE 
BROTHER FOR 
ME? I LOVE 




ERIK, DEAR, WHAT'S THE 
MATTER? YOU KNOW WE 
ALL LOVE YOU? 




...I DON'T LOVE 

HIM f UGH.' I—I'M 

AFRAID OF HIM? 




Passing travelers often spent a day or 
two at the inn? and one morning, when 

ERIK WAS ABOUT TEN...f 

''THAT BOY OF YOURS STOLE 
MY MONEY? I SAW HIM JUST 
NOW.SNEAKI 
MY ROOM!" 



IT'S TRUE? HERE'S YOUR < WELL, ALL RIGHT? IF HE 
POCKETBOOK.SIR ? OH.l'M ) WERE MINE I'D GIVE HIM 





Certainly the k indly couple did their best 
with erik? but... \ t dnn - t knqw what we can 



DO? THE BOY SEEMS POSSESSED BY 
SOME DEVIL? 



ANOWE 
TRY SO HARD? 




Possessed by some devil? prophetic words?when 
the strange erik was twenty... r? ' 

' ' \j" HAH? THEY 



THESE NIGHT ROBBERIES HERE IN 
RAVENNES-7 SAY IT'S ERIC 
LUSTVEG.FROM THE BOAR'S 
HEAD?... I THINK SO, TOO? 



THINK THEY' 

SO SMARTfTHEY'LL] 

NEVER CATCH ME?] 





1 





31 »E NIGHT AT THE INN, THE 
111 T THIN G HAPPENED... 

*> THE INN-KEEPER'S BOY? 
irOU _LUSTVE6 ? LUSTVE6 — 

c *ere? 



Possessed by some devil?S0M£- 
thins terrible was unleashed 

WITHIN ERIK LUSTVEGf r 
f I TOLD YOU, YERIK? WHAT'S THE, 
SHUT UP? J>*-\ MATTER IN 




KkKG, MANIACAL DEMON. SUD- 
^^BuNLEASHEDf WITHIN A MOMENT 

47 TERRIBLE NIGHT.THE BOARS EVERYONE IN RAVENNES JOINED 
| MN WA S A CRIMSON SHAMBLES.. . TH E SEARCH FOR THE MAD 
NO ONE WILLI MURDERER f AT LAST, IN A 
EVER GET MEM MOUNTAIN CAVE, LIKE AN 
ANIMAL THEY CAUGHT HIM? 
HE WOULD HAVE BEEN HUNG 
IN THE VILLAGE SOUAREfBUT. 




LRSE WE IN AMERICA, IN THIS 
D AGE, DON'T BELIEVE IN SUCH 
;?BUT THE SIMPLE MOUNTAIN 
W RAVENNES- THEY KNEW.' 
AND THAT NIGHT... 





Before they could stop him, 
eric lust veg had slashed his 

THROAT... U AN FVIL MAN WHO 
HE KILLEO } COMMITS SUICIDE- 
HIMSELF/ ( WILL BECOME 
ASUICIDE?yk A VAMP/RE.'. 



\ 1V<»V||M 



A VAMPIRE ?.. 
OHHH— WE ARE 
ALL DOOM ED f. 
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Terrible thing? living dead 
body- a sacrilege, one of 
the dark wonders we are 
not meant to understand? 

jsj THE S 
VAMPIRE? 




And another and another... 
replenishing itself fr om 
dark to dawn... | 





ROD.HERE'S A LETTER FROM MY 
UNCLE PAUL'S LAWYER / IN INDIA, 
BENARES — UNCLE PAUL DIED, 
THERE LAST MONTH.' 



THAT 
UNCLE PAUL LUSTVEG WHOM 
YOU HAVEN'T SEEN SINCE 

WERE A KID? WHAT'S 

LETTER SAY? 



St* 
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UNCLE PAUL HAS LEFT ME AN OLD 

HOUSE OVER IN THE ALPS/ NEAR A 

ACE CALLED RAVEN NES.' MY 

FAMILY UVEO THERE LONG AGO/^ 

"W /%7V ^ 

» YEAH? WONDER IF IT'S 

WORTH MUCH NOW? 
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Young dot blair knew nothing 
of her family/ there was only 
lustveg, who for years hao 
lived in the far east...| 
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Rod was on vacation/they 
decided it would be fun to go 

A ND INVEST! GATE/ J , T WAS QNCeI 



ANINNf OUT IN THE MOUNTAINS.' 
BUT NOBODY^ LIVED IN IT FOR 
HEAVEN KNOWS HOW LONG/ UN CLE] 
PAUL HIMSELF 
WOULDN'T EVER. 
GO THERE/ 




hftEAR NIGHTFALL, ONE SUMMER 

r : : ?od and dot blair 

. "=OACHED RAVENNESf IT'S 
LMtGER NOW-BUT IN MANY 

: -«ars it's just the same f 



WtnE LOOKING FOR A PLACE 
f-BCY CALLED BOAR'S HEAD INN.' 





Grim.brooding PLACET WHATEVER SPIRIT OF 
ADVENTURE THEY HAD WAS SOON CONE I r 

SURE IS A WRECK, W OH, ROD- PLEASE-- LET'S 
ISN'T IT? mssm. GET OUT OF HEFE * 




But at that 
moment the 
storm outside 
broke with 
weird moun- 
tain fury? 



AND INSIDE THE MOULDERING 
OLD BUILDING ...| COULDN'T 
DRIVE IN THIS STORMf MAYBE I 
CAN FIND SOME FIREWOOD 
THE CELLARf 








Just brash young Foo LSf they would tell you tha t 

NOW. .f YOU MET THEMf | ^ ^^ ^^^ 




And as he left... 



ROD, LOOK? THERE'S 
NO REFLECTION !N 
THAT UlRRORf 




Rod blair, from mod- 
ern AMERICA, STTLL WAS 
TRYING TO TELL HIM- 
SELF NOT TO BELIEVE 
SUCH WILD THINGS... 



WE'LL WAIT TILL THE 
STORM LETS UP, THEN 
WE'LL BEAT IT? 




ALL RIGHT .'.IF THERE'S 
ANYTHING TO THAT 
CRAZY OLD STUFF. I'LL 
FIX IT? AFTER ALL, THIS 
IS OUR HOUSE, ISN'T IT1 
IF THERE'S A VAMPIRE 
IN IT-I'LL DRIVE A 
STAKE INTO HIM? 
THAT'LL FIX HIM, 
WON'T IT? 




flS JUST ABOUT DAWN f HE'D I [DOWN THROUGH THE ROTTING OLD HOUSE THEY CREPT... THEN, IN THE 
i.N HIS COFFIN WOULDNT J |cELLAR,A S ROD LIFTED THE COFFIN LID...J rupTV'nKAV.X ROD < 
"' ^ ur ™'im-mMXR*M K / SO HE ISN'T A VAMPIRE!' JUST A 

<{ < V TRAMP LIVING IN OUR HOUSEf 




Ravening, ghastly creature, out from its ill- 
omened SEPULCHRE... HELLISH NOW WITH UNHOLY 
rmnsr.../r CAAfE 
LEAPING AT 

THEHf 



Desperately rod and dot blair fought for 
their lives...! 





Fate?what you will— at that instant outside, 
the rosy dawn was breaking t hrough the 

STORM-CLOUDS? AND SUDDENLY...! THF nawN / 
"WpfST" #$SL-MY TIME IS UPf 




AS THE GRISLY THING HORROR CAN DRAIN 

SLUNK BACK TO ITS COFFIN, THE SENSES. ..f 
ROD POUNDED THE STAKE 
INTO ITS HEART *i 




Like fire in dry prairie grass the flames spread, 




The mountaineers gathered/ rod wasn't jibing 
at their old legend now... t 

i pounded a stake into) you used more i he did 

IT.' POUNDED AND j—^THNHONE BLOW?/ NOT 

POUNDEO.'I r-^OHM'SIEU, THERE MUST) KILL 

KILLED IT? ) BE ONLY ONE BLOW TO _£ *T? f 

KILL A VAMPIRE f 




Nothing for us to 
be afraid of that 
was 3000 miles • 

FROM HEREf AND SOME 
1 SAY THAT VAMPIRES 
' CANNOT CROSS SALT 
WATER— BUT OTHERS 
SAY THEY CAN/ ONLY A 
MONTH AGO, AT A 
SMALL AMERICAN 
HOSPITAL WHICH PRE- 
FERS TO REMAIN NAME- 
LESS 



WHEN HE GETS THIS BLOOD TRANS- 
FUSION, HE'LL BE BETTER/ PROBABLY 
SAVED HIS LIFE/...WHA-- -?f 




There was such a commotion in 
the little hospital that the 
ghastly thing winged away... 



LOOK f THERE IT 
GOES/ 



WHAT WAS IT? 



(That was here, in America-- and onvtLASr month/the unhou 

CREATURE WHICH WAS ONCE THE VILLAINOUS ERIK LUSTVEG IS 
ABROAD/ WHERE IS IT NOW? WHERE WILL IT BE TONI SHTfANY 
ONE OF US, GLANCING AT OUR W!NDOW,MAY SEE THE... ( 




BDY AND DOT EVANS CERTAINLY OIDN'T BELIEVE IN GHOSTSf THAT STORMY NIGHT, THEIR 

■5A8LED CAR, THE WEIRD OLD HOUSE WHERE THEY TOOK REFUSE ALL THAT SEEMED 

J*ST AN INTERESTING ADVENTUREf BUT THEY THOUGHT DIFFERENTLY WHEN SUODENLY THEY 
■ERE PLUNGED INTO THE BLOOD-CHILLING 




it's so dark *. 
wonder if anyboe 
lives here? 




They could 

HEAR HIS 
CLUMPING 
STEPS ECHO 
THROUGH 
THE MUSTY 
OLD HALL- 
WAY. THEN 
THERE WAS 
SILENCE, 
WITH ONLY 
THE ROAR 
OF THE 
STORM 
OUTSIDER 



SEEM LIKE 
A NICE OLD 

MAN ' 



SAY. LOOK AT 1H\%*. RECORDS 

OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY 
FOR PSYCHICAL RESEARCH/ 

TWENTY VOLUMES OF IT? AN' 
THIS ONE — DOYLE^S PROBING 

THE UNKNOWN.' 



L/fy 



J? 



'j^nx^iW-^ssaassssaasii 



BLAKE'S STUD/ES /N OCCULTISM* 
JOHNSONS GHOSTS I HAVE MET f 
ammo's THE DEAD NEVER 
D/Ef miller's BEWARE 
THE DEAD - - say, this 

OLD FELLOW'S SURE 
INTERESTED IN 
GHOSTS * 



*P 
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UODENLY 
IE OLD MAN 
EEMEO DES- 
ERATELY 
llGHTENEO? 



I HAO A WARD- LARRY WAS 
ALWAYS FRAIL AND DELICATE 
-AND SIX MONTHS AGO, HE 
DIED.' HE WAS ONLY EIGHTEEN 
— I DON'T KNOW WHY, BUT HE 
-HE SEEMED TO BLAME ME 
BECAUSE HE WAS SICK SO 
IUCH? HE SAID THAT WHEN 
HE DIED" 
HE'D COME 
SACK AND 
HAUNT 




Imagination can play strange tricks.' was it just 
the quivering voice of the frightened old man, 
making them think that they could see the 
phantom of larry, hovering here now? 



I'M FRIGHTENED 
ALL THE TIME? TELL 
ME I'M JUST FOOLISH? 




[YOU CAN OISPELL A PHANTOM BY SCOFFING , 

{sometimes ?p 



ISEE? NOTHING'S HERE? 
YOU CAN IMAGINE ANY- 
THING, IF YOU TRY 
HARD ENOUGH? 




Outside the weird old house, the storm 
was roaring harder than ever? presently-? 



I CAN'T LET YOU 

GO OUT IN SUCH A 

STORM? IN THE 



if* 





Then when he had gone... 



ROY/ I— I'M 
SCARED/ 




THAT BOY LARRY...\ SAY,r 
WHT DID HE HATE/ HADN'T 
HIS GUARDIAN? /THOUGHT 
OH, ROY, IT A OF THAT 
SOUNDS TOME I ANGLE ' 




SUPPOSE HE 

KILLED THAT 

BOY.' AND 

NOW. . . / 



...AND NOW 
HE'S AFRAID 
THE KID IS 
HAUNTING HIM/ 
OH, WELL, IT'S 
NOTOUR AFFAIR/ 



Not their affair/ but presently. 



ROY.' WHAT'S 
THAT? I 
THOUGHT T 
HEARD... 



WHAT? I DIDN'T 
HEAR ANYTHING/ 




It COULD HAVE BEEN A LOW 
MOAN, MINGLING WITH THE 
NOISES OF THE STORM/ AND 
THEN IT CAME AGAIN... FAR 
AWAY, DOWN IN THE CREAKING 
OLD HOUSE. 





rHE OLO MAN- 
DOWNSTAIRS f 




CARRYING A KNIFE i 
WHA...? i 




Down in a locked cellar room... 





Larry recovered i and, just recently, 
old man frame died of a heart attack 
in prison t dot and roy evans don't 
believe in ghosts, of course i but some- 
times at night, th ey can't help won- 
DERING... | THAT 0LD 

MAN WOULD COME 

AFTER US. ..SURE HE 

WOULD. ..IF HE 

COULD i (C~f«» 



OH, ROY... LOOK f 
OVER THERE BY 
THE BOOKCASE/? 




I HOUNDS from HELL 




This curious story is a true 
one. It took place in an iso- 
lated corner of the world, New 
Zealand, and it concerns a 
man who was perhaps not en- 
tirely human himself. 

The man's name was Belter 
and he was of partly European 
origin and partly of native 
Maori stock. He was a hired 
man on a large sheep ranch in 
those Pacific islands. Where 
he came from the other ranch- 
ers never found out, because 
he never spoke of his past, 
but help was scarce and he 
was hired. He proved to have 
an unusual way with sheep: 
he seemed to. know what they 
would do in advance— and he 
could see in the dark better 
than any normal man should 
be able to. His eyes were 
dark and had a strange lustre 
all of their own. He said that 
when he wanted to see some- 
thing at night, though it might 
be total blackness, that object 
would light up itself with a 
strange glow that only he 
could see. No one could ex- 
plain his mysterious gift, but 
he proved it many times. 

He slept in a small cabin of 
his own, but it was noticed 
after a while that he was be- 
coming very restless. The 
manager of the ranch did not 
want to lose him, for his 
strange talent was valuable. 
Belter finally said that he 
became very nervous alona 
and would sleep better if the 
manager would agree to move 
in with him and share his 
cabin for a week or so. This 
the manager agreed to do. 



That night Belter fell asleep 
very promptly and very sound- 
ly. The manager, an English- 
man named Ferris, finally fell 
asleep too. Sometime later he 
awakened. The door of the 
cabin, which had been closed, 
was now open. The light of 
the full moon was streaming 
in, and the place was full of 
dogs! They were big black 
hounds and there were about 
six of them! They were jump- 
ing around, playing. One of 
them was standing on his 
bed, and another nuzzling at 
his face! In the other cot, 
Belter was still sound asleep. 

Ferris says that he merely 
felt very angry and annoyed. 
He pushed the two dogs on 
his bed away, got out of beef, 
and shooing the big black 
dogs outside, closed the door 
again. Then got back into bed 
and fell asleep. 




A little later he awakened 
once more. The room was 
silent, the door closed, and 
by the light of the moon he 
saw that Belter was in even 
deeper sleep, his face white 
in the moon's rays. But some- 
thing was trying to pull the 
blanket off Ferris' s bed! 

Anarv and still half asleep. 



Ferris pulled back at the 
blankets. It became a sort of 
tug of war, for whatever wa3 
at the other end was strong 
and determined. Ferris now 
became fully awake, sat up in 
bed, and reached back to grab 
a better hold on his blanket. 
Instead he grabbed someone's 
hand! 

He pulled, and the hand 
came away, and he held it up 
in the moonlight before his 
eyes and looked at it! There 
was no body and no arm at- 
tached to it! It was hairy and 
dark-skinned and the fingers 
had curved claws! And it 
writhed and squirmed in his 
grasp! In great terror, Ferris 
threw the horrible thing away 
from him into the darkness, 
and fell back in shock. 

He lost consciousness. It 
was morning when he opened 
his eyes. Belter woke up at 
the same time and announced 
that he had had a perfect night's 
rest for once. Nothing had dis- 
turbed him. Ferris remembered 
the horror of the hand, and 
blurted out to Belter what had 
happened with that dreadful 
thing. 

Belter turned pale. Yes, he 
had heard of the hand. He had 
never seen it, for it had never 
bothered him, but several men 
who had shared his nights had 
been annoyed by it. "But," 
he added, "you know you were 
lucky to have only that hand. 
The worst of it was not the 
hand at all. The thing that I 
fear most is to be visited in 
the night by the big black 
Hounds of Helll" 



we GHOSTLY piNtns 



) 



In a certain house on Royal 
Street in the old quarter of New 
Orleans there is a room which 
is carefully locked and whose 
windows are boarded up. It 
seems a shame, for this room 
occupies a prominent position 
in the house, which was for- 
merly the mansion of a very 
wealthy family dating from the 
pre-Civil War days. This room 
was once the dining room. The 
family that now resides in this 
house do not dine there; they 
prefer to take their meals in 
what was once a library. 

It is not easy to find out why 
this dining room is boarded up 
and not used. The family does 
not Care to speak of it. When 
you have to live in a house, 
you would rather forget certain 
uneasy things that have gone 
on in it. And they still go on, 
as people could testify if they 
would. If you put your ear to 
the locked door on certain 
nights of the year at a little 
after midnight, you can hear 
the sounds of knives and forks, 
of plates being passed, and 
the dim murmur of conversa- 
tion. But the room is empty/ 

As the story goes, some- 
time before the War Between 
the States, in the days of 
slavery, the house belonged 
to a French family whose in- 
come was derived from a series 
of extensive plantations in- 
land. They were wealthy and 
their home was a model of 
great luxury, having many 
black servants. 

The eldest son of that fami- 
ly had gone to France to study, 
and had returned home several 



years later with a wife. This 
girl was haughtier, if possible, 
than the family into which she 
had married and very soon 
made herself hated by the 
servants. 

Now the Negro household 
help wey slaves, yet they had 
been raised by the family who 
had treated them with great 
kindness, as kindness went in 
those days. A slave who at- 
tended a household was con- 
sidered far superior to his 
black fellows in the field and 
so Conducted himseJf. But to 
the new wife, the future mis- 
tress of the household, they 
were people for whom she had 
no kindness. 




Probably because she was 
not used to dark-skinned 
people, she was afraid of them. 
But this fear she concealed 
by a cruelty utterly unneces- 
sary. Very rapidly she alien- 
ated the servants, who tried 
in what little ways they could 
to avoid her. 

The payoff was to come af- 
ter two years, when, embolden- 
ed by her power, she persuad- 
ed the master of the house to 
send one of the serving girls 



back to the plantation. This 
girl had incurred her wrath by 
what seemed to her to be in* 
solence. 

The colored girl was justly 
upset — and what was worse, 
one of the servants who was 
planning to take her to wife, 
was more so. This roan 
planned revenge. 

When the family sat down to 
dinner on the occasion of the 
son's marriage anniversary, 
they sat down to food that had 
been poisoned by the angry 
slave. They were found next 
morning by the butler, still 
sitting at their table, in var- 
ious positions of agony. The 
toast they had drunk to the 
health of the young wife had 
carried an instant poison. But 
the French girl had not drunk 
it. She was crouched in a cor- 
ner of the room, gibbering in 
insanity. 

Another family bought the 
house. But they soon learned 
that annually, on the night of 
the mass death, that room re- 
lived it! A number of times 
they heard the noises in the 
dining room, came down with 
tapers and looked in. Seated 
in the dim light could be seen 
the shadowy forms of the revel- 
ing family, going through the 
motions of eating that last 
horrible dinner. 

Finally the room was board- 
ed up, as it is today. So far 
the ghosts have never gone 
beyond its borders. But to 
this day, if you know the old 
house and know the date, you 
can listen to the ghosts' sup* 
per! 
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From the day i met karen i never had a 
moment's rest. she was bitter, cruel and 
domineering. ..and i bore the brunt of her 
constant attacks- 



HELEN MARTIN JUST GOT A 
MINK COATf EVERYONE IN 
THE NEIGHBORHOOD OWNS 
A MINK.' . 




KAREN, WE'VE 

GONE OVER THIS 

TIME AND AGAIN... 

I DON'T MAKE THE 

MONEY JACK 

MARTIN EARNS.' 



V7 



My name is harry Walters, they've 
already shaved my head and cut my 
trousers for the electrodes. in five 
minutes i'll be dead.' and 'if it weren't 
for her i'd never be here. i haven't 
much time, but let me tell my story... 



OF COURSE YOU DON'T f EVERY HUSBAND IN THE 
NEIGHBORHOOD BRINGS HOME A DECENT 
SALARY.' BUT THEY COULD PAY YOU A DIMI 
AWEEK ANDJTOU WOULDN'T COMPLAIN f 
rS&XXi YOU'RE NOT , 

688ft* ffl-T A MAN'/--^ CUT ,T 0UT » 

KAREN 'FOR HEAVEN'S 

SAKE, STOP NA66tN6fz 



«^j 



fc-V- 



That's the way it went, if it wasn't money, she'd find 
something else to complain about? karen didnttry 




rOUT OF THE QUESTION.WALTERS? 
WE'RE LUCKY IF WE'RE tN BUS- 
INESS TOMORROW 1 . YOU SPEAK 4 
ABOUT HIGH COSTS ? WELL, DON'T 

YOU THINK KELLER.INCORPOR' 

ATED HAVE EXPENSES, TOO? 
SORRY.WALTERS? 



What was i to do? karen 
would never accept this 
rejection. and i dreaded 
facing her wra th... 

**why' do these 



When five o'clock finally 
arrived, rather than 60 
home, i wandered into the 
"blue dove",a little cock- 
tail lounge i frequented... 




I SAT FOR A WHILE-. MY MIND 
THOUSANDS OF MILES AWAY f SUD- 
DENLY 1 SAW HER?-. I SAW KAREN ll 



WHAT'S SHE DOING HERE f 
DOESN'T SEE MEf MAYBE 
LIP 





THE RESEMBLANCE WAS AMAZING?BUT IT 
STOPPED THERE, FOR WHEN MYRA SPOKE SHE 
WAS GENTLE AND GOOD.- EVERYTHING THAT 
KAREN WASN'T. WE SAT AND TALKED FOR HOURS.) 
I NEVER WANTED TO LEAVE HER... 






[The memory of maras kiss gave me 
1 the courage to go on... 

y where were you last night? i 
waited op until two- thirty f 00 
you think we can afford to 
throw dinners away ? and i 
suppose you didn't get that 

RAISE... 

SHUT UP, 
KAREN... I'M TIRED 
OF YOUR NAGGING? 
LEAVE ME ALONE T 





I DIDN'T MIND 
KAREN'S NAGGING. 
FORI KNEW AT 
THE END OF THE 
DAY MARA WOULD 
BE WAITING FOR 
ME .' I GUESS 
MY MIND WAS 
MILES AWAY, 
BECAUSE WHEN 
I LOOKED UP 
FROM MY DESK... 



MR. WALTERS f FOR A MAN WHO 
ASKED FOR A RAISE, YOU'RE NOT 
VERY PRODUCTIVE? WE WANT YOUR 
UNDIVIDED ATTENTION FROM 
' NINE TO FIVE ' 




Ordinarily the reprimand 
would have worried me , 
but not now f that evening 
at the blue dove... 



I DIED A THOUSAND 
DEATHS WAITING FOR 
YOU, MARA.' 



THE NIGHT ENDED TOO 
SOON? MARA HAD TO 
LEAVE. SHE DIO NOT LET 
ME TAKE HER HOME, AND 
ONCE AGAIN I WATCHED 
HER CAB LEAVE... 




Weeks wentby...i was hope- 
lessly IN LOVE WITH MARA. 
ONE NIGHT I GAVE HER A 
DIAMOND WATCH... THE RESULT 
OF WEEKS OF SAVING... 



MY WIFE HAS ALWAYS 
WANTED A DIAMOND WATCH 
ANO A MINK COATf DEAREST, 
YOU WILL GET THE MINK 
COAT VERY SOON ? BECAUSE 

it's you i vi^ ■ q fl 

LOVE, MARA ? / THIS IS 




HARRY, SOMETHING MUST BEDONE? 
I CAN'T GO ON LIKE THISfYOU MUST, 
DIVORCE YOUR WIFE, AND IF SHE 
DOESN'T CONSENT.., THERE ARE 
OTHER WAYS.' BUT IT HAS TO BE 
DONE? I MUST HAVE 
YOU FOR MYSELF f 



r> 




AS USUAL.MARA DIDN'T ALLOW 
ME TO TAKE HER HOME.I STOOD 
ON THE DARK CORNER AND 
HER WORDS BURNED THROUGH 
MY BRAIN .. . WWS&e&W^>''tt& 




IT HAD TO BE PLANNED VERY 
CAREFULLY. I WAITED UNTIL 
FRIDAY WHEN I USUALLY MADE 
A TRIP TO THE BANK FOR THE 
PAYROLL.I WALKED SILENTLY 
INTO THE HOUSE AND UP THE 




I FOUND KAREN IN OUR BEDROOM. SHE DIDN'T 
SEE ME. I MOVED UP SWIFTLY FROM BEHIND 
HER MDTKZH...Z ST/WGfC.'f- 





Later at the office i waited nervously until 
i could meet mara again ...r 




That evening, i ran down to the blue 
dove, but mara wasn't there... 



f Z CAN'T UNDERSTAND ITf WHAT COULD 

i HAVE HAPPENED TO HER? SHE'S OVER 

AN HOUR LATEf SHE'S NEVER KEPT 

ME WAITING BEFORE f ...,, ^, t ^^ 




Then it came to me f 

I NEVER THOUGHT OF 
IT 8EFORE...I HOPED 
I WAS WRONG /I LEFT 
THE BLUE DOVE IN A 
RUSH OF ANXIETY... 




I DASHED HOME AND WAS SOON IN MY BEDROOM. I 
LOOKED INTO THE CLOSET, HOPING AGAINST HOPE... 





Karen and mar a were 
one and the same.'... 

KAREN'S HATE FOR ME WAS 
SO STRONG SHE HAD DECEIVED 
ME INTO MURDER/NG HER? 
MY LIFE WAS OVER... IT 
WASN'T WORTH LIVING... 




And now they're strapping me into 
the chair. man's life is short... 
and i take the memory of mara, 
sweet mara.to death with me... 




The switch is pulled and harrv 

WALTERS IS NO MORE/' 




^ 



^: 



OLD NATHAN FOX*-- 
FAMED PLAYWRIGHT WHO 
HAP RETIRED FRO/A THE 
THEATRE, WAS AWAKENED -<] 
ONE NlSHT BY A HORRIBLE 
APPARITION THAT HAP PUR- 
SUED HI/A REGULARLY IN 
DREAMS— BUT NEVER BE- 
FORE SCy HORRIBLY-- SO rf 
FANTASTICALLY &£AL.'\ 
THE MONSTER; SEEMINGLY 
ENRAGED THAT NATHAN HAP 
AGAIN ESCAPED BY WAK- 
ING, VOWEP THAT SOME 
PAY HE WOULD CROSS THE 
VOIP BETWEEN SLEEP AND 
CONSCIOUSNESS- WHERE 
THERE WOULP BE HO 
ESCAPE— AND KILL HlM-BY 

pg/NK/NG H/? Blood/ a 

SO BEGINS THE TALE c 
OP THE MOST PERFECTLY 
CREATED AND MOST 
HORRIBLE CHARACTER 
EVER TO PLAY ON THE 
STASE,,. 

7h£ WeHTMA&S 
OF A/AW/A" FOXX/f 



£HUDPERlNG, NATHAN ROSE TO 
£PEND ANOTHER SLEEPLESS NIGHT 
BROODING OVER A WAY TO BE RID 
OF HIS 
CURSE 




Nathan fox* 
felt that per- 
haps by wr\tins 
a play about 
the fiend- he 
could cive 
its haunting 
memory to 
the audience 
and never 
see it again* 

SO HE SET 

TO WORK 




I'D GIVE MY VERY SOUL 




VIOLENCE , CHANNEY. . . ) «- wght, 
S//OLEMCB/- make the / mR.poxx- 

AUDI6MCE FEAR VOU'. ... 

MAKE THEM PEEL _ s ag^':WM£w; 

PEATH'.'- J$?WL NUTS! 




Soon, the plav was ready por the 
pu&lic'.- perhaps it was. the aura 
p mystery in the secret rehearsals- 
whether it was that,or natwav4 
poxk's reputat\on - the house was 
solo out weeks \n advan ce . &ut - - 

AMONG THE PlKST-NKSHTERe WAS,- 



Trie U6HTS PtfAWEP... .SLOWLY, 
THE CURTAIN ROSE / AMD 
THE PLAY &E6AM !A HUSH 

COVERED THE AUDIENCE ,A9 
NATHAN POXX'S NlGHT-MARE 
CAME TOi/A^A*. 






YX-*\t CZAN'T&&K-- T\ 
THAT MOV4ST6C-THAT 
PBVtL WA& GBAL!- rA 

A CREATURE OP MY -^ 
MIND HA«=> COME TO N 
LIFE'. BUT- -BUT THATlS 
SMPOSS — 





WHAT WAS fT TNAT DETECTIVE PAH NOREN SAW IN THE D/MLY-L/T HALLWAYS AND SHADOW? OF 
DESERTED STREETS? /T CONSTANTLY FOLLOWED H/M, MOVING WITH EVERY TOM, DIS- 
APPEARING WITH EVERY GLANCE/ MAT WAS THE FACE THAT HAUNTED HiS EACH SLEEP- 
ING MOMENT? THESE WERE THE QUESTIONS HE ASKED HIMSELF --UNTIL ONE DAY HE 
FACED THE CREATURE AND KNEW THEN THAT A HUNTER CAN BE HUNTED/ 




"TM DAN NOREAI OF HOM- 
/CIDE. THIS WAS QUITE A 
MURDER,..TH£ G/RL HAD 
BEEN YOUNG AND BEAU- 
TIFUL— NOW SHE WAS SO 
HORRIBLE THAT I WAS 
$ICk:/«Y 



WHAT'S X NOTHIN6, 
THE MATTER JCHieF! BAP 
WITH YOU?y( NI6HT, I 
6UES' 



"X FELT HAN60/ER/SH. 1 COULDN'T 
REMEMBER WHAT I HAD DONE THE 
NIGHT BEFORE. SHALLOWING HARD, 
I GRABBED THE CLUES FROM THE 
CHIEF AND MADE THE USUAL 
ROUNDS— ALL WITH THE SAME 
RESULTS- . 



^W 

V ^^ 

^ 
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WHBW! WHAT A PAY/ LET'S 
SEE, ..THE MU£PE£E£'S 
A£OUT SI* FEET, 190 «-&S 
-THE HEELMAKK WAS PEEP 
IN THE MUP„.ANP HE'S 
YOUN6 --BLACK HAIR..VEAH, 
I CAN EVEN Sc£ 




*T SANK INTO TROUBLED SLEEP., \ 
THEN X WAS FLOATING-FLOATING 
TOWARD A SHABBY HOUSE WHERE 
A YOUNG GIRL SAT COMBING HER. 
HAIR— THEN 1 SAW HNAf " 




"HE CHOKED HER, LAUGH- 
ING ALL THE TIME,' THEN 
HE SLOWLY TURNED A- 
ROUNO AND LOO/CEP AT 
ME/ 1 SCREAMED AND 
BACKED AWAY- FOR THAT 
FACE -WAS THAT OF A 
GHOUL/» 




"WHEN I AWOKE IT WAS MORNING... 
AND SO IT WENT, PAY AFTER DAY. 
TWO MORE MURDERS WERE COM- 
MITTED-TWO MORE 6IRLS-AND 
I HUNTED THIS MONSTER WITH 
AN ANGER THAT WAS UNNATURAL^ 



I'LL 6£T HM ! 
--THAT 




"THAD &EEN TRACING A SET OF HEEL MARKS IN 
THE DUST OF A LITTERED BACK-ALLEY IN THE 
POOR SECTION OF TOWN WHEN I SPOTTED 
/•/At/ YES-THERE HE WAS -RIGHT IN FRONT 
OF MS/" 



*X SLAMMED HARD AGAINST THE THIN WOODEN 
POOR AND BROKE IN... THEN I WAS ON TOP OF 
THAT MISSHAPEN CREATURE" CRASHING MY 
FISTS INTO HIM— SLAMMING, SLAMMING/ " 




OH.'.. HE WAS WAITING FOR \NO--NOT YET— 
M6 WHEN I CAME HOME 8UT HE WILL BE, 
fZOM. W0f?K„.7HAT FACE// MBS.' CALL 
THAT HORRIBLE FACE/ yHEAPQUARTEfcS,,, 

TELL THEM IT<S| 




*THE NEWS ROCKED THE CITY/ I WAS A CELEBRITY. 
EVEN THE CHIEF SLAPPED ME ON THE BACK,,." 




\J WEH7 TO BED THAT M6HT AND SLEPT LIKE A 
BABY FOR THE FIRST VMEfIN WSSKS/ I'D BE 
PROMOTED FOR THAT JOB? T REPORTED TO 
WORK AGAIN THE NEXT MORNING, BUT NOT 
BEFORE I BOUGHT MY USUAL PAPER. . . " 



*Z STAGGERED INTO HEADQUARTERS, HEAD SPIN- 
NIN6, SENSES NUMBED.. .THE CHIEF TOLD ME 
WE HAD PICKED UP THE WRONG MAN/ AGAIN, 
I TOOK UP THAT DEAD-END TRAIL, BUT THIS 
TIME, SOMEONE WAS FOLLOWING ME..," 




'Bar AS EACH HOUR PASSED, 1 
KNEW IT COULDNT BE MY IMA6- 
/NAT/ON/ 1, THE HUNTER, WAS 
BEING HUNTED/ WHERE WOULD 
HE STRIKE AT ME ? I HID IN 
THE SHADOWS OF MY HALLWAY, 
WATCHING HIM SHUFFLE TOWARD 
MY ROOM./.', 



*T POUNCED ON MM SUDDENLY 
FEELING HIS FETID BREATH 
ON MY OWN HOT FACE- HIS 
CLAWS CLUTCHED AT MY EYES 
...I FOUGHT BACK SAVAGELY, 
VICIOUSLY, INSANELY.'" 




'We was weakening,..! felt it 
—1 squeezed haroer--hard- 
gr...he relayed and fell to 
the floor. he was dead... j 
switched on the lights— 
and got the shock of my 

UFE/f- 

hUE CWEFf 6REAT 
kcoTTJ HE WAS ^xt* 
THE 6M0UL/ BSUT ffr 
WHAT WAS HE 
POIM6 HERE? 



"Suddenly J saw the opsned closet, the 

MUDDy SHOES/ MY BREATH WAS COMING 
FASTER NOW...T LOOKED DOWN AT HIS 
FINGERS— THERE WERE STRANDS OF HAIR- 
-BLACK HAIR— UNDER THEM/'r 



WHA-WHAT ARE THESE 
THINGS POING HERE? HE 
BROL'SHT THEM HERE/ 




"Then i was 

AT THE DRESS- 
ER LOOKING, 
EXAMINING— 
AND THAT'S 
WHEN THE 
WAN5E CAME 

ME...THENJ 
KNEW WHAT THE 
'IEFHAD founq 
OUT-FOR STAR- 
ING OUT FROM 
THE CRACKED 

IRROR WAS 

THE FACE THAT 

HAD HAUNTED 

ME- THE FACE 

HATED—" 




OUR MODERN JET ENGINE 
IDEA ISN'T" NEW BY ANY MEANS 
. . . W PRINCIPLE ITS AGE IS 
OVER 2000 YEARS... AND 
DATES BACK TO A BRILLIANT 
MAN OF GREECE NAMED 
HERO . . . WHO WE NOW SEE AS 
HE DEMONSTRATES HIS SMALL 
JET- ENGINE TO HIS AMUSED 
FRIENDS . . . 




OUT WITH HIM/ 
SMASH HIS SILLY 
STEAM- JET 
MACHINE/ 
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NO.' I AM ONLY 
TRYING TO HELP 
GREECE/ 



CENTURIES LATER, THE CHINESE 
USEO GUNPOWDER TO POWER THE 
FIRST SUCCESSFUL ROCKETS... 




LOOK AT THEM ^ 
FLEE/ THESE ROCKETS 
MAKE US INVINCIBLE/ 



IN THE 15 TH CENTURY, D£ FONTANA, 




LL UP THE TROOPSfY THIS INFERNAL MACHINE 
WILL SOON SE TIME7HAS DOOMED US? NO GATE 
' T-^A CAN WITHSTAND IT.' 



AT ABOUT THIS SAME TIME, A CHINESE SCHOLAR | 
DECIDED TO USE ROCKETS TO POWER A SEDAN 
CHAIR... } Nnw Apc ,y thf] *ucu fl MIHTITIIDF OP> 




THE ENGLISH PHYSICIST ISAA? NEWTON MAO BETTE* 
LOCK WITH HIS 17th CENTURY EXPERIMENTS... 




EARLY PUBLICITY ON WORLD WAR H ROCKET 
RESEARCH MET WITH MUCH DOUBT AND 3C0FFIN3... 



BUT SCIENCE QUICKLY PROVED THAT ROCKETS 
WERE NO FICTIONAL DREAM... 



ROCKETS A3 
WEAPONS? HOW 
SILLY CAN THEY 
GET? 







IN JUNE, 1944, THE GERMANS SENT THEI* FIRST JET-PROPEL- 
LEO V-l BUZZ-80MBS AGAINST ENGLANO.THEN.LATE IN THE 
WAR... 



SINCE THE WAR GREAT STRIOES HAVE 
SEEN MADE IN ROCKET RESEARCH— AND 
THE UNITED STATES NOW LEADS THE 
WORLD IN ROCKET DEVELOPMENT... 




MEANWHILE, JET- PROPULSION 
IZING MILITARY AVIATION... 



REVOLUTION- 




BOYS/GIRLS/ 

LADIES! 
MEN! 




■>oclc»l Wotchei, 
"Carting Set», Corn Popperk 
_ Writ* or mail coupon to 
Kg »torl W« trust you 



fltSTI 






Riff, 
'Motion Pic- 
ture Comeroi 
iih roll of 
film. Roller 
Skates, Radios. 
Moil coupon to 
stort. 




■ Wilson Chom. Co. Dwps.g-i 4 3, Tyrone, Pa. Da»« 

Gentlemen:- Pteate tend me on trial 14 colorful art picture* 

| witk I A bo.e-. of Whit. ClOVERINE Brand SAIVE to sell at 25c 
o box (with picture): I will remit amount asked within 39 
day*, select a J*rem:um of keep Cash Commiulon as •*• 

| plained nrxl»i Pfemium wanted (n catalog vent with order. 

- poitooe paid to Mart. 

****** . ■ ... „ ...... • tat 



^%£#El/##l££: 



m 



Posre coupon on poMal card or enu il in envelope today . 




-^-One of the many thrilling stories 
inN°l2 



• We GUARANTEE the 
Stories in this BIG 68 
page chiller mag. to be 
the most ASTOUNDING 
you'll EVER READ ! 



QEM3E 
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The TOPS in Science Fiction 

r* A I A VV — already established first-class litera- 
VaAUHA I ture by first-class writers. Science 
Editor, WILLY LEY" runs your-quest:ons : and-his- 
answers-department — whatever you ask, if it has 
an answer — LEY knows it. 

AMAZING STORIES ~™°™ £ *&£& 

Fiction, each issue is full of exciting literature from 
the cover picture to the time the next issue is out. 

ip —All Science facts and fiction with a new 
'" approach. Everyone thinks sometime or another 
"If ... I? " and that is exactly where IF takes 
over. 




u/riDn TAI F^ Welcome to the haunts of 
" Linu i «i-t.«j ghosts, goblins, were-wolves, 
vampires — everything, in fact or fantasy, which is 



unusual and bizarre. 



FANTASTIC 



— and a better title it is im- 
possible to find, these stories 
couldn't be true — could they? Well, what are you 
looking at us for — read them and judge for your- 
self! 



RFYONlD Fantas y Fiction— the UNEXPECTED 
DE " * >■"*'*■' in all things — a magazine t'hat be- 
lieves all things possible except one — that anyone 
could find BEYOND unexciting. 
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All the above titles are price 1/6d. and will appear regularly on a'.', the best 
bookstalls and newsagents' counters from SEPTEMBER onwards. 

Printed for and Published by 

The Arnold Book Company 

2 Lower James Street, Piccadilly, London, W.I. 



V6 



